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Bleeding Me 


My name's Taylor. lm the other drummer in the Foo Fighters. The one that actually plays at shows and plays 
on the records with the occasional exception of him stepping in. And I've got a story to tell you. Strap 
yourselves in because it's on hell of a trip. 


It all started back in the summer. Long days. Balmy nights. Air conditioning going full blast. The ever fuckin’ 
present threat of wildfires. | was asleep. Like deep sleep. | was enjoying it because | was fuckin’ tired, man. We'd 
been working non-fuckin'-stop on this latest record and everyone was cranky. You could feel the tension in the 


air, ready to blow and take someone's head off. So getting a good right's sleep was a fuckin’ blessing. 


| was having a dream. It was like no other dream. Hot and sexy. Someone kissing my neck and whispering in my 
ear. Their hair tickling my chest. Their teeth nipping at my throat. God, | was so fuckin’ hard. l'm sure that | 
fuckin’ erupted all over myself just from having them kiss my throat. It was the best sex that I'd ever fuckin’ 


had and it was a fuckin dream. 


Only it wasn't. Imagine waking up to go and clean yourself only to find that you're pinned to the bed by your 
fuckin’ boss. Fuck me! The fucker all but gave me a heart attack! Don't ask me how l'm still alive. But here we 


are. 


He was lying on top of me with his cock buried between my legs but not in me. Even though the bedroom was 
dark, | could see his eyes. They had a faint glow to them, like they were lit with one of those fuckin’ wildfires 
or something. And then there was his teeth. Long, fang teeth that curved down from his jaw. The grin on his 
face was something I'll never fuckin’ forget. ‘cause in moments like that, moments when you're pissing yourself 


because you're so fuckin’ scared, you remember every tiny little detail 


We didn't say anything. Because what can you fuckin’ say when the Vampire Overlord Grohl has your wrists 
pinned to the bed? There was nothing | could do except mutter a hushed Yes when he asked if he could use 


me. 


Which he did. I'm not saying the sex was bad, just that I'd never fucked, or been fucked, by a dude before. In 
fact, like the dream it was the best fuckin’ sex of my life. | didn’t realise I'd get off so fuckin’ hard by having a 
dick up my ass. But | did. Several times. Coated myself pretty much from head to fuckin’ toe in my own cum 
and had several loads of Dave's trickling from my ass to boot. He pretty much pounded me straight through 
the mattress. Either he hadn't got laid in several hundred years or being a vampire does something fucky to 


your li bido. 


And that wasn't the only thing that fuckin’ trickling. At some point while he was hammering away at my ass, 
Dave had sunk those two long teeth into my neck. Right behind the ear where the mark would be nice and 
fuckin’ hidden by my hair. That pinprick of pain must have been what pushed me over the edge a couple of 


times. Barely noticeable but enough to drive me crazy with lust. 
He drank from me for what seemed like forever, one hand wrapped around my throat while the other jerked 
my cock. | know Dave can multitask but fuck me. | didn't realise that he could drink blood and fuck someone at 


the same time. 


You know what? | actually enjoyed it. | got lost in my head and felt as though as | was floating. It was 
incredible. An amazing fuckin’ feeling that l'd like to experience again. And | get the feeling that | will 


The next morning | called Chris. And then Rami. We needed to meet and talk | needed to ask them if they knew 
about Dave. Because if we were only just discovering what he truly was after nearly twenty-five years 


together... 


We met at the studio and hid ourselves in a room out of the way of prying eyes and ears. The last thing | 
wanted was for anyone to discover what we were talking about. 


The other two stared at me as if I'd grown two heads. None of us had wanted to drag ourselves from the 


depths of our beds. But things needed to be said. 
"So?" Chris sipped from a take out coffee. "What did you get me here for. This had better be good, Hawkins." 


| winced and tapped a foot against the carpeted floor. "Y'all had any run ins with Dave?" 


Rami shrugged. "Who hasn't had a run in with Dave? You get on the wrong side of him and he bites. We all 
know that." 


| dug my teeth into my lower lip and my tapping got a little harder. "No. Like waking up and he's there. Fucking 
you and drinking your blood." 


| watched as their eyebrows shot up. For some reason, Rami chose that moment to get up and close the 
blinds. Chris just stared at his now-empty coffee cup. The silence was so heavy you could have cut it with a 
fuckin knife. All | wanted to do was run. I'd said something and they didn't like it. Even worse, they were going 
to fuckin’ rage on me about it for the rest of my life. 

And then Rami spoke. "Yeah. Coupla months back. Had a dream-" 

"Like a sex dream?" | interrupted. 

He nodded. "Yeah. Exactly. Woke up and he was there, fucking me. Drank my blood after that" 

We both stared at him and then Chris spoke. There sounded like shame in his voice. "Me, too." 

"So how long's this been going on?" | asked. 

| couldn't bare to be quiet. | needed facts. Figures. How long had Dave been doing what he was doing. When the 
others didn't answer, | pulled out my phone and dialled Dave. The sun was up but the bastard had been walking 
around in it long enough for it to obviously not have an effect. 

The phone rang. 

And rang. 


And rang. 


When it went to voicemail, | snapped. | couldn't hold it in any longer. | wanted answers. "You'd better be on your 


fuckin’ way here, Grohl." 


It's a shame that we can no longer slam down a phone because that's what I'd have done. Slammed it down so 


hard that Dave would have had the sound ringing in his ears for the next three hundred fuckin’ years. 
We wait. 
We drink coffee. 


We wait a little more. 


We shit talk among ourselves, debating what the next tour cycle's going to be like. 
We drink more coffee. 


And finally we hear tyres crunch across the car park. Slitting the blinds open, | peer out and watch Dave's 
black car pull up. After what seems like an age, he eventually gets out of the car and walks into the building. 


We wait again until the door swung open and Dave, all dark glasses and hair hanging in his face, walked in. 
"Coffee?" Rami asked. 


Our boss nodded and dropped himself into an easy chair. Easy for him to do. He's been practising this for 


years, if not decades, 
"So." | eventually say. 

"So, what?" 

He didn't look at us, nor did he remove his glasses. 
"How old are you?" | asked 

"Fifty? 


| raised an eyebrow. "Really? Like, really, Dave? Because last night you were in my bed, fucking me and drinking 


my blood" 


Dave finally looked up. He sighed and brushed the hair from his face before he removed his sunglasses. He 


looked sallow and maybe a little on the tired side. Maybe running and hiding had finally caught up with him. 
"How old are you?" | repeated. 


Rami bought more coffee. Not that | needed more. The several mugs that were already running through me 
had made me jittery and nervous. My foot continued to drum against the floor and my fingers danced along 


my thigh. 


But his eyes were sad. And I've always been a fuckin’ sucker for sad Dave. | can't help myself. Whenever he 
pulled that look, I'd be all but begging him to reconsider whatever decision was fucking him off. 


‘lm one hundred and three years old," he replied. "I was turned at the beginning of the twentieth century. | 
was the servant to a wealthy landowner. It was his grounds-keeper who turned me." Dave paused and took a 
drink of coffee. He peered into its depths as though he could see his past. "He was from some distant part of 


Europe. Possibly Romania" 
"Dracula," Chris murmured. 


That caused Dave's head to snap up and his eyes bored into Chris. "No. Not fuckin’ Dracula" He sighed and 
shifted back down into the chair. "Although it was the same kind of area" 


"So why us?" Rami asked. "How have you been feeding before you started on us?" 


To my left | saw Chris hold his hands up. "Woah. Woah. Woah. We're talking to someone who's over a century 
old and who's kept that a secret from us for over twenty years and you're worried about how he's finding 


food?" 


Rami shrugged. "Well, yeah. At the end of the day, Dave's still our friend and band-mate. Does it matter that 


all of this is coming out now?" 


My attention returned to Dave while the other two argued. He'd slumped down as far as he could. His red 
sneakers scuffed at the carpet and he looked both embarrassed and dejected. He looked as though we'd heaved 
him to the door and kicked him to the curb. Which was pretty much what Chris was doing. 


Once everything had calmed, | asked, "What can we do to help you?" 


Dave looked at me with wisps of hair falling into his eyes. He looked like he wanted to escape and go and 
reinvent himself. How many times had he done that in that past century? 


"Feed me. Keep my secret" 


Two things. That was all that he wanted. | sighed and looked to the other two. Rami nodded while Chris just 
shrugged. 


"And this stays between the four of us?" 


Dave nodded. He looked like a child caught in the middle of an argument. He looked scared. Scared of us and 
scared of the future. 


We came up with a plan As Dave revealed more information so we discovered that he only needed to eat once 
every couple of days. As long as he had something before a show, he'd be good. Turned out that he'd spent a 
long time feeding off of random people that he met in bars. People who'd end up drunk due to the blood loss 
and would forget about what had happened. He'd only turned to us because a couple of the local bars had 
banned him for being too fuckin’ drunk. That or they'd decided that his money was no longer good enough. Who 
fuckin’ knows in this town? 


We drew up a schedule that saw us through the rest of the album cycle and the subsequent tour. Every 


other night one of us would donate what Dave needed in order to keep going. He'd also, if he needed it, get the 
chance to get off. But he had to replace what he'd taken in the form of a decent meal for his donor. Once the 
tour was over we'd see what else we could do. Until then, Dave was welcome to come and go from our houses 


just so long as he let us know. The last thing any of us wanted (again) was waking up to teeth in our faces and 
dicks in our asses. 


So yeah, if you ever see Dave looking a little tired and a little haggard just know that he's probably not sunk 
his teeth into someone's throat for a few days. And don't piss him off too much because his next meal could 


be you 


